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TO 
Jefepb Gafcotgn Nightingale^^, 



.EASE, Sir,' with Your 
accuftomed Goodnefs, to 
receive thefe Children of 
the Mufes : born, and brought up, 
in a Family, whofe prevailing 
Principle is a Refped: for You ; and 
in a Country, where You are as 
much efteem'd as known. 

A 3 That 



^ ---3 



ii The Dedication. 

That refin'dTafte of Life, and 
furprifing Delicacy of Thoughts 
which remarkably diftinguifh all 
You do, or fay, have been ftrong 
Checks to this Prefumption : But 
not fufficient to reftrain that paflio- 
nate Defire, I have long had* of 
profefling how devotedly I am, 



SIR, 



Tour Obedient and 
mofi Humble Servant* 



Henry Baker. 



H*S THE 



PREFACE. 



HE Poems here fublijbed, are fome 

few, out of a great Number ■, which a 

ftrmg ^Difyofition to that Sort of 

Writing* and a Leijure agreeable to 

the Mufcs, have p-odmed, Terhaps* the Time 

might have been emftoy-d to much better Turpofe ; 

kt now there is no recalling it: and bejides t I 

faaU not helieve it wholly lojl, if Jo be Others can 

receive from it a little Tart only of the Tleafure 

k bos afforded me ; nor am I without Hope y that 

[among ft much Variety,) fome of its 'Productions 

may not inly pleaje but profit. 

A 4 Notwitb- 



vi PREFACE. 

Hotwithfianding, the World has already accef 
ted* One of my Performances, with more Indul- 
gence than an unknown Terfon could well expeft, 
I dare not intrude much more upon it, till I prim 
its Inclination farther. The following Tieces t 
therefore, are intended to cultivate our Acquain- 
tance ; They are felecled from and deputed by tk 
reft, to make Way for their Reception : If Theft 
are ufed with Kindnefs, the Others will get Cou- 
rage enough to follow, in Expectation of the famt 
Treatment ; but if not. They muft peaceably fink 
again into their former Nonexiftence. 

\ 

The fever al Pieces here put together •, were not 
chofen out as being imagined bef 9 but only as 
Specimens of the Spirit and Manner in which 
thofe behind are written ; to JheWj how They, 
like The/e, are an almoji equal Mixture of the 
Serious, the Amorous, and the Gay : And may 
ferve for a natural Hiftory of my felf truly 
pointing out the Turn and T)ifpoJition of my 

Soul at the Time it gave them Birth. — • As 

I fcarce ever have intentionally fat down to 

write, 

* Invocation of Health. 



PREFACE. » 

write, but only copied the Ideas, / know not bow 
arifing, accidentally, in my awn Mind ; as I 
have followed no Rules, nor at all conjulted the 
Thoughts of Others upon the fame Subjefts, & 
is very probable, there may be lefs of Art, and 
more of Nature, than is ufually found in Com- 
petitions of the like Sort : But to Thofe who 
have a juft Tafie of Poetry, which, It/elf, is 
no more than a true Reprefentation ^Nature, 
this will give no *Difguft. 

« 

Tho 9 I have a Tarenfs Tendernefs for tbeje 
Children of the Brain, and a Juitable Concern 
for their well-doing ; yet, am I not Jo blinded 
to imagine them perfeEl, or be fond of their 
^Deformities. Far from that, I could point out 
more Faults, than, perhaps, the fevereft Critick 
will find*, fo many, indeed, that to corrett them, 
would require Time and Pains, equal, at leaft, 
to what They have already cojl me, and much 
more than I have now to /pare. But on the 
other Hand, I am not fo excejfive Bajhful to think 
They have no Merit : Certain am I, that muck 

worje 
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PREFACE. 



■ 

Ororfe have at fiveral times come abroad^ md 
teen encouraged too. I could never comprehend 
that Commitment offbme Authors to the JVorlJ^ 
who at the very time they frefent their Labours, 
declare them nothing worth : This, methinks y is 
not aver civil ; and it may be 9 more real *Pride 
and Vanity lies hid under that Affiliation of 
Mode fly i than dfflears in my Blunt nefs and 1fe~ 
referve. 

It is certainly very difficult (if perhaps it be 
foffible) for a Man to form a tYue Judgment of 
bis own Performances : He need not indeed feat 
thinking worfi of Them than They deferve 9 but 
is in great 'Danger of being deceived on the vther 
Juky by Self-Love, Mankind's firfi and ever- 
adting ^Principle, to fancy Beauties in them* 
which none bejides can find. Many, without 
^Doubty who are now forgotten^ had as good 4m 
Opinion of themfUves as thofe Few whom their 
Wxtrks havejujlly made immortal ; for whatever 
way be fretendedj every Writer thinks He writes 
well, or would not write at all 4 

Cuftom, 



PREFACE, « 

Cuftom, that dull Excufe {as Lord Rochefter 
rails it) for doing filly Things, has made a Tfie* 
r ace in fame fort necefary, or I had not given 
''his Trouble both to the Reader and my Jelf. But 
face fomewhat muft be faid, I Jhall endeavour it 
\e fuitable to the real 'Sefign of /itch ZDiJeourfes, 
which is, as I conceivei not mly to give the 
Reader fome previous Knowledge of what be is 
tbout to perufe, but withal to prepojfefs Him as 
much as pojfible in Its Behalf. They are a Kind 
ff Recommendatory Letters from an Author to 
the World, and fometimes have prepared a fa- 
vourable Reception* but ujually are looked upon 
as a meer Form % -and of no further Avail than 
to make a Book come abroad in a fajhionable. 
'Drefs a Few read them* and fewer JtiU The* 
fleafe, 

To Jet forth the Excellence and Tkffiatkies 
of Poetry, that it admits no Mean, nor is iy 
Study attainable, would be copious Heads fat 
any One who loves much talking, but my JeW 
imagine it of more Service, towards anjwerinw 

the 



iii PREFACE 

the above-faid Purpoje, to dffure ^Reader tbit 
all the Tieces He finds in this Bundle are en- 
tirely new : Novelty ofken-timei is admitted u 
a Kind of Merits and my Hopes from hence an 
more fanguine, than from even all the flatterhg 
Infatuations Self-Love that finiling ^Deceiver 
tanjuggefi. There is like wife a great Variety 
m the Numbers and Manner \ as well as SubjeBs 
they treat on, which, perhaps may ftill contr'u 
bute fbmewhat towards making them more accep- 
table. 

The great eft and fine er eft Tleajure I know in 
<Lifr> * s > to fleafe Others, for This my daily 
Study and my continual Care ; my next, is, to 
offend no Body. How well I may Jucceed in the 
firft, a little Time will Jhew ; but of the latter! 
am almoft certain, having induftrioufiy avoided} 
whatever might difoblige. Here is no c Party-\ 
Reflection, no Scandal, nor Ill-Nature, which 
fecures me from any Apprehenfion of perjbnaly 

i 

Enemies ; and will, I ferfwade my felf, make 
my other Faults more eafily faffed over. 

And 



PREFACE. riii 

And now % I have only to intreat ^Reader, 
for his own Sake as well as mine, to come with 
tn Intent of being pleas d^ and where Reafm 
will $ermit> rather chufe to commend thorn 
blame. It is eafier to find out Imperfections in 
all Human ^Performances ; but, methinks> much 
more delightful to confider their Beauties ; and 
that is an unhappy 'Delicacy which makes One 
fenfible of Juch Things only as < DiJguJt. Howe- 
ver my Abilities may prove deficient y my Endea- 
vours have been to entertain, and Jbme Regard 
is Jurely due even for an intended Kindnefs : 
Especially, when that Intent appears in real 
Aftion. . 

J am obliged to many Friends for their favourable 
Opinion of Tbefe m Manufcrift ; and as fever al 
«f them are Terfons of ex qui fit e Judgment ', 
joyned with great Integrity, have thence chiefly 
ken encouraged to make them public k, hoping 
from Others alfo equal Candour and Good- 
Nature. 



»r PRE FA C E. 

1 will m longer detain tie Rea&r : met 
I have already fiid, it, fcrhapt, umecefarj, 
mere would be imfertmmt. 
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PETITION. 



it ifie, You Gods! before I die* 
1 happy Mediocrity i ':. ■' 

. .nvy not the Man that's Great j 
His Floors inlaid, his Coach of State j 
To me an humble Quiet's more 
Than all the Statefman's dearly purchas'd Store: 
Nor Rank, nor Wealth, I ask : But let me be 
Above Contempt, and wanrful Poverty: 
Give me a Mind not anxious to encreafe, 
But able to enjoy my little Stock in Peace s 

8 Be 



% Original Pvems : 

Be it unruffled, paltry fedate, 
Not rais'd above, but ecpi>al to my Fate. 
Good-Nature (till in my Behaviour fliine, 
And be Humanity for ever mine : 
May true Religion, that unerring Guide, 
Direft my Flight 
To Heav'n aright, 
But let me lay Its empty Forms afide. 

Health and found; Re afon. give me ftill, 
To judge unbiafs!d, what is (pfqqd or, 111. 

. QjKtmt, fa my Paffipns be 
To all tjH}.Rjjlfc,-Qf: &*# Morality. 

Ijlqw;, YquHeay'nly Po^'rs above ! , 
Benign, indulgent,, full of Iyove, 
If in all your, boundlefs. Store 

A Bleffing fo unprizable there be, 
Crp\vn whate'er you gave before 

With a true Friend, full of Sincerity : 



4 • 



Serjcm md Hmmrouu J 

Be He th'Advifer of my riflag Thoughts, 
Able and willing to <cofre& thqir Faults. 



Grant me this, and whepefoe'*f 
Thaebui fliews his Golden Ray* 

• » 

Underneath the frozen Bear* 
Or in the fultry Wilds of Africa^ 

Place me wfeerefae'er you pleafe, 

On th' extended Continent, 

Or fome Ifland dalht with Seas* 
Still fliall I praife You, and be well content. 

To FLORA. 

ANACREONTICIC 



ELL, my Ptora, tell me, why* 

Little Love, and Thou* and I, 

81 
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4 Original Poems : 

Haften not to yonder Bow'r, 
There fecure the prefent Hour ? 

Pr'ythee, let us not delay 
Seizing Pleafure while we may : 
Opportunity, now fmiling, 
Is uncertain, and beguiling ; 
Who knows what may hap to-morrow* 
Good, or Evil, Joy, or Sorrow ? 

Thofe are out of Fortune's Pow'r, 

Who poflefs the lucky Hour. 

Come* my Flora, let us try* 
Whether Love, and Thou, and I, 
Cannot find a prudent Way 
Fully to enjoy to-day : 
Sure, my Flora, fure we may. 

Folded in each Other's Arms, 

» 

Raptur'd with each Other's Charms, 



Serious and Humourous, y 

Je thy fiiowy Bofom preft 

ro this panting glowing Breaft j 

) ! My Charmer ! let us prove 

Ul the Myfteries of Love, / 

£ach beftowing, each poflefling, 

Sv'ry Wifh, and ev'ry Blefling, 



I w. 



Pr'ythee, be not lorjg denying, 
Ringed Time is ever flying : 
£ven now a Moment's gone \ 
Death is always pofting on : 
While we fooliflily delay, 
We may (hatch us both away. 



Of all to come beyond the Grave. 

We can no Conception have, 

Mortal Opticks cannot fee 

too dark Eternity ; 

B 3 Wha* 



6 Origmal P$ttm ; 

What is Pleafure here, we know, 
Love alone is truly fo, 
Let us haften then to prove 
All the fmiling Joys of Love j 
Never more, perhaps, may be 
Another Poflibility. 



And in whatfoever Way, 
Buifie, Idle, Dull, or Gay, 
Howfoe'er we Life* employ, 
Be it full of Grief, or Joy, 
Whether Young, or Old, w* die, 
Lingering, or Suddenly, 
Whether we negleft, or care, 
Still the fame muft be our Lot, 
To go, and live, we know not where, 
Be, and do, we know not what 



Serious and WimcUrom. 
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An tiymn to J V P I T £ &. 

TO Thee, Great ^w* .' our Hearts, our 
Hands, our Eyes, ,. , 

J [whom 

Thankful, we raife, Great Jove ! to Thee, from 
Whatever Good we or enjoy, of hope, 
Came, and mttft come, to Thee Beneficent ! 



Grand Parent of the Univerfe I Supreme ! 
Almighty One ! With Adoration, low, 
Proftrate, thy Creatures fall ; proftrate they fall, 
Joyful, ejralringi chanting forth thy Praife, 
Thy Praife, wbofe Bounty dnexhauftible 
Eternal flows* oh M dry Creatures flows, 
But moft on Man : Thehmdft by Man be paid *. 
Of Thanks, of Praife, of Adoration low. 

B 4 Our 



$ Original Poems : 

Our Being firft, Great God! we praife thee foiv 

4 

That Man (not Fifh, or Bird, or Beaft, but Man) 
Man thou haft made us, Man the Lord of all, 
Of Beaft, of Bird, of Fifh, of whatfoe'er 
Or fwims, or walks, or flies, the native King, 



For Life we praife thee much, for Reafon more ; 
For Reafon, glorious Gift ! than Life more worth : 
Man's grand Preheminence ! in All befide, 
$wiftnefs, or Strength, or Perfe&nefs of Senfe, 
He nor excells, nor equals, but by This, 
By This he reigns, fuperior, o'er the Brute, 



Accept our Adoration, gracious King ! __ _, 

[Praifeji 

For Food, for Health : Accept our Thanks and 
For all thofe Bleffings which thy liberal Hand, 
Magnificently bountiful ! bellows: 

Thee 



Serious and Humourous, o 

Tbee we adore for All : But moft for One, 
One Bleffing! more than All: abfent which One 
Not All could make us happy, which alone 

* * 

Refines the reft, and makes them worth our Care. 



All Glory be to thee, great Jove.' for Woman: 
For Woman! Form divine! Creature Celeftial! 
Thy beft, thy faireft Work! wherein compnVd 
Is all of Good, or Fair. How great thy Love J 
How gf eat thy Love to Man ! when him thou gav'ft 
•This laft, this chojceft Gift ! This, laft thou gav'ft, 
For, after this, what more was thereto give? 
All Glory be to Thee, great Jove •/ for Woman ! 
For all thy Bleffings, Glory be to Thee, . ; 

But moft for Woman! Woman more than all! 



Kjrrrs 



%o Original Poms: 



K t T T T\ Dteam. 

ON her Couch, one Summer's Day, 
fcefcutebtts, youthful Kitty \v? : 
V&*$ few her from above* 
(Staffing Venus* Queen of Love :) 
Aihat'd *t each <*feftiai Grace, 
fier frtilHht Lirtxbs, her Wootamg I"*©*, 
Come here, toy Son, Khe &*!» and ft* 
One you might have took fbr Inc. 
koguifh 0*pi%, laughing,, ofits, 
O give mcleftte to^t tfee'Skiefe, 
And fnake that 'heav'nly Maiden £rovt 
The various Myfteries of Love : 
The clofe Embrace, the juicy Kifs, 
TbfeYagftig, melting, dying Blifs. 



i 



Venus 



Seriom tmd Ummmuu *i 

i 

1 Venus cqvtiemteii; go, my Boy, 
Make her know the Heighth of Joy. 



Away the Archer and hi$ Train 
Sport along th' Etherial Plain, 



Now, around the fleeping Fair 
Thoufand Cupids fill the Air; 

In her Bofom fome infyrcre 

Tender Wiihes, warm Deflret 

Some in balmy Ktflfes fip 

Neftar from her gbywiAg Lip; 

Her each heaving fnowy ficeaft, 
Some with wtntoo Ardor prefc'd g 

Twining round* her flender Wafte, 
Some with eager Joy embrac'd > 
Whilft at random others rove 
Thro' the fragrant Grows of Love. 



While 



i£ Original Poems. 

While thus the God his Revels keeps, 
Kitty, happy Virgin! fleeps: 
A pleafing Dream her Soul employs, 
Rich with imaginary Joys, 



She thinks, Sir Charles upon his Knees* 
Befeeching her to give him Eafe 5 
That fhe difdainful looks a while, 
At length, with a complying Smile 
His Fears difpelling, lets him fee 
She burns with Love as 1 much as He: 
That folded in his eager Arms, 
He boldly rifles all her Charms, 
While flie returns the warm Embrace, 

4 

Breaft to Bread, and Face to Face ! 



Sighing, fhe wakes: Ah Love! decries,. 
How vaft muft be' thy teal Joys ? 



When 



Serious and Humourous, . i \ 

When thus divinely great they feem, '. . .' 
Tho' but imagin'd in a Dream ! . . 



i i 



Scarcely this Reflection o'er* 
A Footman thunders at the Door: 

Kitty, diforder'd, leaves her Couch, 

• * 

And Betty tells the Knight's approach; 



He enters with becoming Grace, 
Bluihes overfpread her Face ; 
In a foft perfwafive Strain 
He begs her to relieve his Pain : 
Nothing flie fays : but from Tier Eyes 
He learns that nothing flie denies. 
Encourag'd thence, her Lips, her Breaft, 
He tries, and wanders o'er the Reft ; 
The glowing Maid, no longer- coy, 
Gives an unbounded Loofe to Joy, 



Around 



14 Qripttal Poems: 

Around him folds her fhowy Arms, 
At once beftowihg all her Charms: 
And now, this happy Couple prove 
All the fubftantial Sweets of Love, 
While thoufand Cupids, laughing by, 
Affift their blifsful Ecftacy. 



Loofen'd from his fond Embrace, 
My Dream, ihe crys, is come to pais ! 
And did my Charmer dream of this ? 

4 

Sir Charles replies, and takes a Kifs ; 
Henceforth, whene'er you dream, my Dear, 
Let me be your Interpreter. 




The 
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Tbe TQASt 

HE A L T H to Anna i Nature's Treafure ! 
Health to Anna ! charming Fairl 
Health to Anna! Health and Pteafure, 
Health and Pleafure, void of Care! 

* 

Crown'd with Peace and fouling Love, 

Long, on Earth, may flie pofiefs 
All the Bleft enjoy above, 

Beauty, Health, and Happinefs! 







To PL.ORA. 



FALSE onekVicia hwe,oftf*trf«fe& 
I alone could a^toe yt>n iDteftj; 

Where- 



1 6 Original Toems ': ' 

Wherefore then am I defpis'd? 
Wherefore is my Rival priz'd ? 
Why, he's rich, and makes a Shew, 

A pert, fantaftick, airy Beau : 

I guilty am of Poverty, 

A Crime your Sex will ne'er pafs by.^ 



His Eflate lies wide around, 
And may with little fearch be found ; 
Mine, out of Sight, above the Skies, 

__ _ * . 

On Tarnajfus' Mountain lies. 



• - .* • * 



» * *■ ' i i 



He prefents, to prove his Paffion, 
Ev'ry Toy that comes in Faftjion, 
And whatever Qold can buy,. 
To pleafure Pride and Vanity. 
Verfe, wherein my Love Hing,: 
Verfe and Love is all I bringr " . ' ; I 



•**» •— 



i ; ' i * * 

* ' i \ k * . ' 



Serious and Humourous, 1 7 

i 
1 

True, the Prefent k but final!, 
Yet, alas ! it is my All. 

This, is. what makes me defpis'd; 
This, what makes my Rival priz'd. 
Stupid Pride of Womankind I 

1 

To all, but Show and Folly, blind I 
pmple Maid ! can Riches prove 
A greater Happinefs than Love ? . 
Will noify Pomp and fplendid Cloaths 
Afford Content and true Repofe ? 

1 ... 

Miftaken Fair ! what I prefent, 
Dut-lafting Gold and Adamant, 
Records You in the Rolls of Fame, 
And gives an everlafting Name. 

His Wealth, indeed, will make you Great, . 

* 

And you may live, and die, in State j 

c But, 



*? 



Ori^ml Pifim ' 



But, accepting Love $gl Me* 
You, Flora ! fhall immoral y>g. 




REFLECT!© 



HOW vain is Man ! how fooliih all his Ways 
How fliprtj and yeuhbw ibrrowft&his Days 
From Life's firft lyfoment, to its lateftJDtte, 

A painful, ca/e.fal,. miforable State It 
Languid as Sunfhin^ in a Wintei-;i Day, 
Its worthlefs Joys, fcarce tailed, hafte away : 

But Qffiy^yjwp, e^rfefling) flow, 
And make put. o^e.co^ngfl §p^ ,gf WPf> 



Lil 



Serious and thtmmrlus. 19 

Like Blades of G«fc,poot Mbrtafe faH, and fife; 
Here one fprfcigs tip* ode withers there, and dies i 
This Sun reitores the Loft of Yefterday, 
To-morrow takes* what thife reftar'd, away.. 
Thus fiery Meteors dance along the Plain, 
Now up, now down, now Teen, now loft again. 



V. 



Manfs hrfwat-Sf ate is chiefly paft'd in Tears ;.' 
His Yotah' in Bondage" uridef Tyrant Fears ; 
Manhood drives headlong with a loofen'd Rein, 
By Paffion $ur'd, nor ke'ajfoh can reffrain ; 
And 1 m OiiJ Age even Life it felif is Pairil 

f V 

Thus ev 'ry Stage peculiar Sdrfow' KnoWs, 
As Years on Vears fo Woes increafe on Woes. 

OrMir, frpobr, tentnoufahd: flte af&rid,' 
Abandotitf, dotnfortrels, Hfe knows 'no &M& 
A wretbiietfLife hi^Labdiirslcafe^luli'ainr ' 
%un, continu'd, and dragg'd on with Pain. 
1 Cx By 



io- Original Poems : 

By All regarded with a fcornful Eye, 
Defpis'd He lives, does unlamented die : 
No pompous Obfequies his Coarfe fliall have, 
Alone, and unattended to the Grave; 



But, if the Gods have doom'd him rich, and jjreat, 
He Hands a Mark for all the Darts of Fate : 
So lofty Mountains Storms and Tettipefts know, 
While gentle Calms blefs all the Plains below. 

* * * * * 

Tho' on his Brows a. Regal-Circle blaze, 
And wond'ring Crowds at humble Diftance gaze, 
Wait ev'ry Nod, his each Command obey, 
Aw'd by the falfe delufive Charms of Sway, 

• * > ■ 

He fadly feels that Weight which bends him down, 

And finds there's no Enjoyment in a Crown : 

t 

Diftinguifii'd by his Purple, and his Cares, 
His Grief's fuperior, as the Rank He bears. 

No 



V « ' *^ 



.* •.,.- 



Sehdus and Humour om. 



%i 



' No Age, no State, unhappy Mortals know, . 

Which is not full, and over-charg'd with Woe : 

* * . 

Troubles from Life, as Sparks from Fire, 'rife ; 

Man's born, knpws Care, looks round, laments, 

and dies, 




A SO NG. To F L O R A. 




HAT is Glory, Wealth, orPleafure, 

After which Mankind afpire ? 
Thou, My Life ! art all the Treafare, 
Joy, and Glory, I defire. 
On thy jhbwy : Bofom lying, 

• **• • * 

w • - I 

Praifing my aufpicious Fate, 

■ ... * 

Love a mutual Blifs fupplying, 
I am Happy, Rich, and Great. 

C 3 The 



2& . • (k'tgiH&l Fo*m: 



• r 




The FEAT HE R. 

N FlorimeFs Arms, and almoft out of Breath, 

I'll kifs Thee, my Charmer ! I'll kifs Thee to 

Death! 

Cry'd Thyrjis, in Raptures, — but foon on her Bread 

He funk down hfc Hpad* and compos'd hjm to xeft. 




Not losng fea$ They, laj^ tags, una&ye together, 
Ere the Wanton, pluck'4 out fro©, the Bolfter a 
Feathej'.; • <: . . 

And grafping Him clofe, *$ Ije ofjetfdjhife %e$t 
In a Tone of Derifion, the \$py : Qn£ q^ : , ... 
To prevent being killU in the-Nfannerypuf^ 
I defign,with this Fearer, to. chop offypyr ftead; 



The 



SeriU?-N&. BmMous. 



*t 




■ » • 

\ H ! lucklefs Love ! mufl I for ever bear 
^ This Load of Woe, nor know an End of 

! -fire?" 

• » 

Muft this fond Heart, in fpight of her Difdain, 
Still figh for One regardlefs of Its Pain ? 

Wfiife tfoHSftr tlfe& e&eelfcrthe trfcteg &m 
And kithis BtfeM ndtifcnf M fikfyflf afcdH 
Secure oT €oh^dft, ; ^iffi t a 1 fcbriiful jfby," 
SheVerM'Fdh 4 !' tafi&I>rSae M^'^cby : 
No Pi^ deea fee 1 tfbtP, But* hard' as- Stdriii 
Is her itf eMefs^lferitf dfMee'dftf of fAf tfferh. 



Tho , ,sfttb 1 He^W Hot fief tedyf^ : 
WhUe TeaYs'in- ^dw'rs'thfrtffiHty feutn lJ&few$ 

C 4 Deaf 



*4 Original Poem: 

Deaf as the Northern Wind, from Me flie flys, 

And glories in the Mifchiefs of her Eyes. 
Sooner might Tears an hungry Tyger move 
To leave its Prey untouch'd, than her to love. 



Ah ! fatal Beauty ! charming pall compare ! 
But much, d« inhuman more than fair ! 



The lonely Groves with my Laments refound, 
And pitying Beads, attentive Hand, around ; 
Sad Thilomela wonders at my Moan, . • - : 
And flags her Wings, forgetful of her own. 
Both Birds and Beafts my Plaints to Pity naove, 
But cruel She with Scorn returns my Love> 
My Bloom of Youth by Grief is worn away, 
( For Grief, like Age, brings on a fure Decay.) 
Ah ! why ? alas ! was I, unhappy ! bor$! .\ 
To perifh by the Rigour of her Scorn * 

Hard- 



-ii ! 



■— 1 



Serious and Humourous. iy 

Hard-hearted Maid ! thy Cruelty forbear, 
Tis Life I beg, a proftrate Captive fpare* 



« " r 



4. » 



r •*. * 



O could my Pains thy Breaftto Pity move * ".':' 
could my Flame but warm thy HeaiiLwith Lose f 
In Pray'rs for Thee the Life thou gav'ftFd fpend, 
|Nor, butwith that# my ^Gratkuder^utd/end."/ 

f. -. » fl - t * t' 

• , ' > . ! ' r - * - VI ' • •-->"*(-* 

V^dnthoiightsoftjife! kind Death alo#? re^Hs^J 
To eafe me of her Sc9^l,:andtermjnafi?myP»8^ , 



v ;>,: ^ 



To P X R 4 Dreft. 





/I 






I- • -J • rr» '■ f ' • } 

WH Y art thou drefty. my .lovely Mai& , 
In Gold, and Gems, and rich Brocade? 
When Goldi and Gems, and rich Brocade* • ' 
Conceal thy Charms, my lovely Maid! ;■' \- f 
: Why 



%6 Qrigf Met Poem: 

Why fpewTfc tho* aH nW TiAe attd Qfrei 
To form thy Shape, to fold thy Hair? 
Thy! Shape ttfifofc'^ thy fl&wihg Hair, 
Bfe» teaittettfis^arg wlttfottt- tfty Gate; 




WWdto ifcou, mdeed* 6e ! fi&ly drdP? 
Put by this Robe which hides thy Bread : 
IMoiiad thy Hair, an*bare thy B*eafl£ 
T3ft«i art y aty Gharmt* !< fiftely cfrefc " : - 

IV. 

* 

Remove thefeVeftments all away, 
Which Eke dafk Clouds* obfcure the Day:" 
O ! let them not obfcure/thy Day : 
Rbmtfve thdh 1 M : nrf Fair' J } away. 

Then ikfemg ' forth < adbriftP wiiir ClkmS, - 
Ah! let mei -felt- (iiee'ih rfty Aftifci . 

Trau- 



Serious mt3.Nwm?rtus. 'if. 



ranfporfed, fold thqe in my 

nd gaze and woftdet 4fr tbjr ChaiaHsi. 





. i 



Tlte Msritaeipjse. 



[F Wealth produc'd Content, if Heaps of Gold 
Could Happinefs injure, I too would toil, 
Lnd break my Reft; wou'd feek the bufy World 

«-••*■' I • * 

Lnd buftle thro' the Crowd ; no Labour fpare, 

* • 

lo Danger fliun, but refolute, through afl 
7rge on, impetuous, 'till I might obtain 
Mr #ttf^ Son? o£ Metal : . Foriuiwrs-Smifcs 

V(0]M' esmz% obfeqaious* ancfejt»» hefr prefer 



iVithia&fiiE* Gift&ef Bow?&. WBBadt^iiri Nam* 
From Care and- Wi«t<%dnefsi oinnot feooee; 
fcfetldarling Minions : Since that gawdy Glare 

4 Which 



a& OrignahPoems. 

Which ftrikes.the vulgar Eye, is all a vain 

Imaginary Good: Since Gold increased* 
Is but increased Anxiety, and Power 
To endlefs Fears obnoxious ; much more bleft 
Beneath this fpfeading Bedch, ami than He 
Whofe Brow$ a. Coronet circles. Here, vnkno 
Unenyy'd, undifturb'd, the Mufe and I 
Enjoy an humble Quiet : O you Powers 
Afl-over-ruling ! long may we enjoy 
This humble Quiet, lowly, yet content! 



And, thou, my Mule ! • CompaniopbeftbeiovV 
Remote from Courts and Noife^ {till, (till, may 'ft thof 
Chant forth thy Strains, harmonious, intfiel*raife ] 
Of Virtue, and of Beauty: but not deign, ---• 
Q never may 'ft thou deign to footh the Great! 

/ 

r ■ 

Or ftoop to fervile Flattery ! ■ ■ ; . ' .fiftcerey ' 

Ho- 



Seriom and Humourous. iy. 

[orieft* without Ambition, ftiil beftow, 
/hat little Share of Fame thou canft beftow, 
to tbofe who beft defefve ! where Virtue calls, 
)x Beauty fliines, or Gratitude infpires. 







;z? 



A M A N D A's 



C H A R A C T E R. 



w 



I T H O U T Affeaation, gay, youthful and 

pretty; . •< . 

' • ' / • [witty ; 

• Without Pride,- or Meannefs, familiar and, 
Without Forms, obliging, good-natur'd, and free ; 
Without Art, as lovely as lovely can be. 

[fays; 
She afts what (he thinks, and fhe thinks what fhe 

Regardlefs alike both of Cenfure and Praife: 

But 



♦ • ' \ 



*> 



Qr'tQiitd Ptem : 



But her Thought* and her Words, and her 

OBSf are ftich, 
TJwt nose can admijpe or pfiafe thdm too flcrach. 




2fe Resolution. 

TH'O* Flora fcorns me, I will not despair : 
What Beauty is there in a crueJFair? 
Fair tho' flie be, if ihe my Love difdains, 
% Heart? fflaH break the Bondage of her Chain* 
As ihe my Paffion, 111 her Scorn defpife, 
fcfer Pri<fe <M core th&Mifctoeft of her Eyes. 




T HE 



Set mm md Humourous. 



3t 




T « E 

SPINNING-WHEEL, 

4 

An £jw.tqi,a£* Taj.*. 

In a Letter out of+ty Cwtfrj to Mr.. Thomas 

P — ch — d at London. 

Dear T#m, 

r p»HIS cpmm iQ tet ym know 

I'm well, thank <j©6* wdhope you'seib: 
In Truth* I'm v?ry «iiwhjperple¥t, 
For fonyttlrisg: fine to .waits ysou next, 



So leave 



lank- 



■J ' fJJIl iJUJum i 



— for you to fill, 

With— even- whatfbe'*r you wife 



According, ooWj to^anriefrt^le, 
From Compliments foome to News.; 



Then 



j* Original Paemi: 

Then know the Vicar's Daughter's marry'd, 
And Sifter Sufan has mifcarry'd; 
His Worlhip's Son has been fo wild, 
To get the Chamber-Maid with Child, 
Which gives his Father fuch Offence, 
He never has been fober^fihce. 

As next in Courfe, on you attends 
The juft Refpect of all your Friends; 
Accept of Services by Dozens, 
From all your loving Aunts and Coufins: 
The Sheet of Paper would not hold 'em, 
Or one by one I mould have told 'em. 

Next, on my Part, in order, comes j 
My hearty Love to John, and Janes, 
To fmiling Kate and buxom 'Dolly, ■ ■■ 
Yet not forgetting pretty Molly. ; ■, 



And 



Serious and Humourous. 5 j 

And, now, for want of other- Matter, - " 
Wherewith to furnifli out my Better ; - 

To you, Dear Tom, I will unfold 
A Story, which for Truth is told; 
put whether true or falfe, no doubt, - 
Your Judgment, Tarn, will Toon find, out ; 
And make a proper Application - 
Of what I gire the bare Relation. 



• « * — *» 



* * 



• 9 9 



Once on a Time (my Story fays) 
An over-ftudidus Prieft ther£ was, 
Who to the Age of Fifty three . •• 
Had hoarded his Virginity ;-*-.. !.. . 
Refitting Sato* all his Life ' 

fci Form of Miflrefsy or : of Wife: 

But when, and where, is not agreed, 
(Which let for that Ctaiffion plead) 



.-* *_ & 



. »i 



J. 1 



■ t 



v/ * 



D Tho* 



Tho* what> 3 ^e|& t uv.tiie. Ga%. 
Relates to Fa^.rp^Time and.PJacfc 



: f ' 



But not to ina£p a Jong Digregifln* 
According to jtUej^dern.Fiilhkjft} 
Grown. w;eaiy .of A.fingle.L^iCe,^ . . 

He nowrefolv'd to : ta^e.aAVife. 
The Caufe, in4eed R [ja,not;affig9'4 T 

Which made the Parfon change his Mind ; 

But, if to guefs wp s m^ be bo|4 ; / 

He found the \^int.er NigtaSiWexs ?Ql4* . 

And, if we may go op in. gugfltagk 

Thougjht Nat'ral Heat. the.;ma# re&^Qang» : 

But whether This, or w{iat;beli<for. 

We'll leave the^ Le^ne^ la decide, i 



Purfuant to M>, Mo^tion*.. 
Thenext Thing was which Way to chufe One : \ 

For, 



For, right the Parieri dH& conclude, 
Bad fome migfrt bey i&d' &me were 
But, fince He no Experience h*l 

s t «• . j . 

How to dHtingjiHh Good frohi Bad, 
The only Way ne ; meant to fry, 
SVas taking her would firft comply! 
For if all Wedlock is a Lottery, 
thinks he, 'tislkrtfa ; piece of Sotfcefy,' 
b chufing for to make a Fbthejr, 
SPhen one may prove as gdod'as't'ofoerr 
Lnd, fince kind'Fateis flill ou* Guide, 
loth to the - f Hake* sind the 1 Bride ? - 
W'n let's on fo& {flane 1 refy, 
Whether to" Marry, or to Die, 
Lnd wifely, yiel& to Deftiny. 



In vain is mortal Wit employ'4 
fc HSis to gain, or That avoid : 



D * Juft 



$6 - Original Poems : 

Juft when we think to grafp a Joy, 
O'eMiiling Fate, which afts unfeen, 
With Arm-forbidding Steps between, 
And does our blooming Hope deftroy. 
Then let's on That devolve our Care, 
And all our ufelefs Labour fpare. 



The Doctor (for that He was fo 
I ihould have told you long ago ; 
But for a Poet to forget, 
Dear Thomas; is not Orange -a bit,) 
In Sunday Gown and Cambrick Band 
Equip'd him for the promis'd Land. 
For He imagin'd now, Friend Thomas, 
That Wedlock was the Land of Tromife, 
And fancy'd, He could plainly fhow, 
It did with Milk and Honey flow : * 



Tho', 



Serious and Humourous, 3 7. 

Tho', if we may- pretend to guefsf, 

He found it but the Wildernefs< .....: 



c • 



But to take up the Point in Hand, 
Which feemsi- at'iprefent, at a ftand'; 
On Heaven's Ditedioahe rely'd, 
And forth he went to feek a Bride. 



» 



\ 



• 1 ' > ♦ 






. / 
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LV 



Not far the pious Rrieft hid gbne,. 
Before he met! w&h former;^* •* . - j , 
Neighbour, fays he, I thjnk; y&fc; Jftyet L . 
,A Daughter, and he* Name I; ctaye ; ;o 

Doftor, cra!tt hondi John* 'tjs $rt*e,i 

I muft haye. one,: becaofeJye^.j; , : 

And if you'd know the Namergf) bot& : ..j c T 

The one is Sbfo , t'pAer ##, ; - : ,,;.;; . i0 '>, 

&r'/y, and Ruph ? the lpoftor qrtfd*. :> i ; ; /, 

WeH, one of thefe muft be piy Bride : 

D 3 An4 



* 1 



And, Neighbour, to (fctitff tye T#u$» 
I like, methinks, the Name o£ fyttk; ■ 

9 

The Reafon I prefer the fame, 
Is, 'caufe it is a Scripture Name : 
For, where the Scripture am decide, 
It always ought to be cndr Guide. 



The Farmer gave his free Confent, 
And Home with him the Doftor went; 
Where, overjoy'd, tb«teihoTatdbe 

The Father of iDfrrtnityi • 
An ample Gad of dappy Ate, 
Exceeding fcotig, and wondrous ftalq, 
The Farmer brought^ te drink Success 
To their approaching fiaji^neft j 
(For John had always uncfetftood, 
A Bargain dry 




J. A 




I 



Serim aMmmrous. fy 



And, laftly, & c»ludV ! flieMfti, 
[ He call'd in '&*£ fife f d^n^ft '^ii^er. 



1 ' I A • ' 



J , * « . 



Juft in the ©dry 1 of her tfMtK, 
About fixteen #& Wfy- %£& ' 

The Doftor kifs^to; ^te^ilS;' ' 
She drop'd a^i^Y blin^i & ( M f dV 
He ask'd hef'Wihe'd Jhan^eV'tfe, ' 
And yield to be r a Farlon ; s wife V ' 
That he wa$ now reiolv d on Martiage : 
Lik' d both her Perfon, and her Carriage, 

And in the#^V^*^» : " 

That Brother €r^m44an^ Aoirf Jfyfc' " 

r ;* V' r C . ♦••-?. ' ' 



V . • « 



-/ ■ » X 






*i» » ' tirv^nt ' :■ | ^ ' • • 



/fcft& told him, he weBf affWfatt, 
That toe was noHn To mM HHfi?, 
Nor did, indeed, defip tb^ 8?^,- 

M 'iSoneft, till next January \ 

p 4 Thai 






49 ... Qrjgtmk Pqew;^ 



•*» 



That flie was Youug, but he was CAA, • 
And much fhe fpar l d, exceedmg- Cold ; - _ , • 
(Fo* 2)ir £ had given her to guefs 
How warm a youthful Lover w*S} . 
And by Contraries fhe. might kqow, 

An ancient one could. #ot be So.) : , 

*. / i > » i • # j . • »i» > «• 

In fhort, he Hugh* g& ftek elfewhere,. 
A Wife he ne'er (hould have of her, . 

Thus having told hec foil Intent, , 

A Curt'fy drop'd f and. out ihe went. 

The Dodor this with Grief affe&e4, f 
Who no fuch Ufage. had expejfted s> 
But trufting to the Proverb (till, 

That if one won't «ffift£.y% -m?- *•,■& 
He hop'd to recqncije the <Mattei>. r 2 . - z ,\ im ^ 

By taldng of the. pt}ier : I^augjiter, : r, ; : t r ,;L .J1 

'•. -Anil''- 



«< A -> « * " -' 
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Serious and Humourous* 41 

And looking on the Farmer wiftly, • - 

Defir'd he would call in Sis'iy. . ' 



- < 



About the Age of thirty three, 
A Maiden ftale was :( 5>^ .*.. •_. 
But for her Years let's not defpife her, ; 
As She was older, She w^s wifer ; -. 
And formal Courtfhip Jaid afide, 

Became at once the^Doftor's Bride; ' 

," ' .- T . • \ ' ' 

Their H#a& Wrg.pyjstd:: Tbe.Tafcfelpread * 
The Night came/o^r.Tfeey went JorBeds 
Where let 'em fleep, and take their Eafe : 
And freely Jo ;,, ,;,; : whatgecthe? pi$afa. . 

r ■ ' — t 

Now, Thotbvs gv?e 4#r?r4 Warning ; - 
And Whip and Spin; drove on the Moiling : • ._ : 

When 











4* 

When forfeited with ^ferriage <3Mfe, l 
TheDodor left his Sistys Arms, 
With different Thoughts of Wedlock quite. 
Than he lay down wifli twer-hlght'* " • ' 
And, truly, I have clear forgot 
Whether he m^k<&M 5 ' ' :I - 
But whether qutfe fo focfe or inoV • ° 
Thoulands there be wlkci liave dA r fBf : r /? 



• » « » 1 *.» 
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For Marriage &ebjferW to 6e 

A fatal kind of Prodigy; 

At Dictate-Wears WAKtj£l*CtIatfe»y 

But turn&aXfcfrff toO^sTArtlfc. 

And, flMl *& DQ&otfRfHrar B^&e| 
To thumb the Books he'd laid afide, 
But told bex» ; thb ? fteDW^WS Wi#, 



•% ' 

*- 1 ' 



^■VV 



'.* i. mi' V'.' « 



Shemi« : ttbtaead ; a'Wyfey - - : • f i '-'•• ! 



.i .. i • 
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Or purpofe to be -wholly icUe, . 

Whilft he is poring o'er the fifcle, 

For that fame ?%£ is very Meet, 

Which fays, Wfro wotto Hot &att tot ««> 

And. lias i Dtfte was* Indeed,: 

That She ftbirid $>in wfcHft He. Jbntfd tt*L 

She told him ftietawild Mobey 

Whate'er Cbnmmmk ie pleas'd to lay, ' ; 

And make the Bufinefs of her Life 

To prove a kind obfcgtog Jiflifle. • ' ; 



*■ * 






A J.-. * £. 
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Now, thus, almoft a Mentis was tq& 
The Do&or read) ; auid &jcV? ipinu • 
At hit, a Whim tfamfe ift hi3H«^ , 
That he (forfoot^) wcqld reid iti Beff, 
Till he, for Sleep, could do no more 
Than put thei2a|iie out, and toom- 

• -v. - '' * ' , "' '. x '4Mb 






^'. I J 
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Oft Siily by Perfwafibn try'd, 
To make him lay bis Books' afide ; 
But fpight of all that ihe could % : 
The po£or ftill. Would have his, Way. 
Night came in vain ;,She figb'd, and turn'd : 
The Doctor read : The Candle burn'd : 
No Comfort did ibd find in Bed: ' . 



j j i 



The Candle burn'd : The Doctor reacL 



.j - 



r r - » 

*• » f 






One Night, {he .full, of WiHUes lay, 
That he would put his Book away : 
But findingit was aflinvaia^. 
To figh, to rcafon, or coin^kin;; 7 •; . . 

She from his Sfcdidrdftrydteafc . : . .^, . 
And feKh'd to Bed her Spinning- Wheel. •_ 

» r - * i . 

The Doctor. IU^.w^,Siirprize, '; • ; .--.' 
Could fcarce give Credit to his Eyes : 

Good 



Serious, and Humourous. 4 y 

Good God ! fays he, what is't you do ? 
What Tricks are you about to ihew ? 
Was Woman e'er before fo mad 
To bring a Spirmifig-Wheel to Bed ? 

Poor Sisly fqueez'd the Doctor's Hand, 
And told him, She his wife Command 
Had well confider'd, plainly ihewing, 
That ev'ry One Ihau'd' ftill be 'Doing. 
The Doftor fouling, guefs'd what meant 
His Hufhing Spoufe's Compliment ; 
And took the Thing by its right Handle, 
Laid down his Book : Blow'd out the Candle. 



4$ Gtc^md Pawns : 
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A B ALL AD* 

To the Tune of, Grim King of the Ghofts, &c. 

ON the Baofe of a! ftwei; fo deep; 
Whofe Watrtsgjttdfe fflentljr o^ 
Sad Ro/aJjttdifxtzdtowii, to weej£, 

For 2)<««w» her L<^vbt whs gone : 

The fak^ao^faftfolkftrShci 

Of 'allrthai: tripod, ovet ; the r Pkins j 
But, alas ! the moft fickle was He, ' I 

Among all. the Shepherds and Swains. 

Down each Cheek rancher Tear* in a Stream, ' 
All his Vows are forgotten ! flie cries, 

Regarded 



' t 



Scrim . e^Mymrous. 47 

Regarded no. mppe tfran, a Dream, 

He's gone, tlje, faKe Grgaflire is gpne, 
To deceive fprae f$efr Nyjjph ©;• the Plains 

Whofe Fate will, tflqetm&ie, be^tq moan. 
The Lofs of , a perjuced* Swain. 

Beware, you brigte;&laj4ens,! beware* 

If my tteaohecous^ Shepherd you, meets > 
For, alas !, h^'js bexyitchingly Air, 

When, he, fpeaks^bere's no Mu£ck< fo. fw#i{ : 
\s the Spring.he.is- blooming, and gay v 

As the Siimmcr-dpl^tfb^' and, kind, 
iut believe not one »word, he .cari-far,- 

For he's falfeastl^ watering, rWinoV 

IV. 
?oolifliMai4 ! whUiLifhon^tJie,w^.tqic^». 

I feat.u^noiLooktp^Skie?;; 

AD 
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All the Sunfliine or Gloom that I knew, 

Was the Gloom or the Shine of his Eyes, 

He alone was my Joy and my Gare, 

I wifh'd for no Heaven above ; 

. » • ... , 

No Sorrow, no Pain, could I fear, 

No Hell but the Lofs of his Love. 

v: 

How fondly endearing was He, \ 

Till I granted whate'er he defir'd ? I 

... ( . 

But, you Virgins! take Warning by me, ] 

* * - . ... 

: For his Flame from that Moment expir'd : i 
Now I ne'er lhall embrace him again, ' • - 
He ungrateful is flown from my Arms, 

' r ... | 

Far away o'er the flowery Plain, : ' --•--• 
And defpifes thefe Myed Charms. 

VI; 

Sure the Gods have fome Vengeance in ftore, 
For the Breach of thofe Vows which he made, 

4 Tho' 
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Tho' by him they're remember'd no more 
Than the Wretch who by them was betray'd : 

JBut forgive him, you Powers above. 1 
Tho' he's falle, bring no Harm on his Head, 

$ut crown him with Beauty and Love, 

: Long after poor Rofalind\ dead. 

1 vn. 

► 

Thus ihe mourn'd : What a- Scene all around ! 

The Birds flag their Wings at her Sighs, 
The Valleys her Sorrows refound, 

And the Stream fhews her blubbered Eyes ; 
All Nature takes Part in her Woe, 
. A black Cloud o'er the Heaven is fpread, 
The Winds have forgotten to blow, 

And the Willows bend over her Head. 




n 



1* 



OrlgM Poeffiti! 



TSSSS&ZA 




To Friendship. 

HAil! Sacred FrtendfWp! Life's fubliifce*ftj6y! 
Which all the Rage of Fortune Can't deftrby i 
Thou ! Source of Blifs ! Thbu ! Sorrow's kind Relief 
Above, below, for ever Tnoii the CWef ! 

I 

Heav'rt, without Thee, would cdmfortlefs ap^eari 
And who enjoys Thee finds it Heaven here. - j 




The R A P T V R E. 

Y* O Gods ! to fold the Charmer in my Arms 
And prefsher panting bofomclofe to mine 
Whilft with tumultuous Ardor turning round, 
With equal Warmth my Rapture fhe returns, 

Own 
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Owns .alithe Blifc, and;gives.me Sigh for Sigh! 

To drink large Draughts of Pleafure from her Lips, 

And in her Eyes -behold immortal Day* 

Is Extacy fo great ! Delight fo vafl ! 

ttiat Was It lafHng, could but Nature beat: - 

The Rage of fueh uhifafterable Joy, 

Thus bleft, I fcarce one Thought mould caft away 

t ' . f K • * T »... ....... 

On HeSv'tt's eternal HapptaeTs, or Too ! 




F L A V A. 

ADorn'd with ev'ry blooming Grace, 
Divinely Fair is Flavors Face : 
Pradtis'd in each deceitful Art, 
Bafely falfe is Wava's Heart 



E * A 
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>^"V '-^j ^'Z ?'***> 



A Proof of LOVE. 

AS Buxom Sufan milk'd the brindl'd Cow, 
Young Ratyh return'd from holding of the 
Plow: 
Behind he catch'd her, and cry'd out, O Sue ! 

I love thee dearly ! by this Bufs I do ! 

Then kifs'd her out of Breath : With wanton Jo j 
She clafp'd him round, and hugg'd the lufty Boy; 
Her Cheeks with Pleafure glow^ier Bubbies fwell, 

Why, Ralfh ! fays flie . 

I did not. think you lov'd me half fo well ! 




i 
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\HVTw 



To Mrs* Jane Forstkr, 

On her Birth-Day. Augtfi 4*. 1714 

^» O D E. 



T 



I. 

O Thee, Miranda ! fair and young, 
To Thee, bright Objeft of Defire f 



Still the Mufes form their Song, 
iRaife their Voice, and tune their Lyre, 

i n. 

Venus thing from the Sea, 
By her Train of Love furrounded, 

While wfth : joyful Harmony 
Ev'ry Shore her PraKe refounded, 

Shone not half fo bright as Thee. 

E| ffl. With 
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m. 

With envious Eyes, thy growing Charms, 
Averfe, beholds the blooming Maid, 
Their Force fhe knows, and is afraid 
To tofe her Lover from her Arms. 

IV. 
Devout, before the Throne of Jove, 
With lifted Hands and bended Knee, 
The Youth Whofe §ouJ is fill'd with Loye, 
Ne'er tftiok* of Hsav'n, but prays for Thee, 

- • V. 
Darling of thy Parent's Care ! 

Center of their Hope and Fear ! 

Smiling Wonder J- living r Jr§$f uf 2 !; , 

Beft deferving, eheiceft Plea&ife \ 

Much, and long, Q mayYt T^ou bp 

A Blifs to The#, and Tteyjp Tfcee } 



I * 



VI, AH 



VI. 

T 

All that Angels fine} a^oye, 
All the Joys of Life and J-#vf > 
/ On Thee ever, ,ever flow I 
Pining Sicknefs, ^ppf^g f pft f . 
Weeping Sorrow^ V#tng Cajft . 
May'ft Thou never, gevff Ifcnow. ! 



55 




<y% 



4 SONG. 



- t. 



I. 



GREAT Lovfi * thou uMverfal King ! 
From whom our Joys and Sorrows fpring, 
Take Pity .qp my Pain y... 
Command ^//^ r in whpfe. ? Eyes^ 
The Force of mijjhty M^^kjyes^ . 
To eafe a lcjveficlf Swajp, . 

E 4 II. Tis 
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n. 

Tis ihe for whom I daily pray, 
Tis fhe for whom I pine away, 

She's all my Hope and Care : 
From her the Torments I endure, 
From her alone mull come my Cure, 

By Kindnefs, or Defpair. 




DAMON and CLOE 

4 SONG. 

• - » 

I. 

T 

Vawm.y V E's an idle childiih Paffion, 
-L-' Only fit for Girls and Boys ; 
Marriage is a curfed Fafhion, 
Women are but foolifli Toys. 
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n. 

Spight of all the tempting Evils, 
Still thy Liberty maintain ; 

« 

Tell 'em, tell the pretty Devils, 

* • « * 

Man alone was made to reign. 

• I. 
Clot. Empty Boafter ! know thy Duty,- 
Thou, who dar'ft my Pbw'r defy ; 
Feel the Force of Love and Beauty, 
• Tremble tit my Feet, and die. ; 

n. 

Wherefore does thy Colour leave Thee ? 

• r 

- Why thefe Cares upon thy Brow ? 
Did the Rebel Tride deceive Tliee ? 
Ask Him who's the Monarch now. 




J* 



Qriywil P«tm* 



msamvmmBmemms&mmi 



A PR AYE R, 

jRw* a 3f0*«g A**^ -Jfck* 

I. 

Fitter for the Erid^ffd, 
But, Q Yqp <fcdf (,-flira* ftl*- 

rH. 









Pin; mh&4> ^^ -H&m. 

Send haln>y H^bta %(fefr Ja^r 




On 
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V 

Quito Pwtk ofMn- U&h 

Aged Ninettes. 



nee me meminiffe figebit Eltz£ y 



■ * » 



2)»^ memor ip/e meiydnmjpiritus bos regit Artus % 

« » 

1. 

MQUHN, O Toy lyjufo i mpurq, Y<w 
Virgin Train I 
Florinda's gone, tjie Pride pf ajl tf^e Plain : 
Beauteous Jftyriwdt, whom the Shepherds fungT) 
Joy of each jHkart, and Praife of every TpflgPfoSr 
With whofe dear Name the fmiling Vallies rung, j 
%|* to. the Windij, and let tfie Winds reply, . 
Weep $0 tjje §treamf, an/i raife &eif W#er$ high*' 
pQffP 1 ^ <9 Ecqhei «?d bjd Ef 5^9 ^eJJ ; 

Thfi W^'fifiS Sh°rgsj ^yhy aH &eg Rjyers $*& 

Make 
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Make every Grove, and every Mead around, 
With plaintive Moan, and loud Laments refound ; 
Thofe flowery Meads o'er which fhe trip'd along, 
Thofe gladfom Groves which lift'ned to her Song. 
Bid them, no more ftretch forth a verdant Shade, 
Bid them, no more a flow'ry Carpet fpread, 

But bid them die : T-for Ihe in whom theyjoy'd 

[is dead ! 
IL 

Mourn, O You Mufes ! mourn, You Virgin Train ! 

Florindds gone, the Pride of aH the Plain : 

Amohgft ten thoufand eminently fair, 

With fuch diftinguiflit Light the Morning Star 

Shines forth, fuperior, glittering from afar. 



» . ■ » 

Juft in the Prime of Life, her heav'nly Charms 

Mature, and bending to the Lover's Arms, 
Death, cruel Spoiler! came: Shook down the Fruit, 
Lop'd all the Branches, and deftroy'd the Root. 

0! 



f 
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: O ! what is Beauty, which Mankind efteem ? 

9 

r 

.Or what is Life ? -*— — A momentary Dream* 
\ A fleeting Shade, a Bubble fill'd with Breath, 
And wafted by the Winds — the Sport of Death. 



That Tyrant Death, whofe unrelenting Arm 
Force flrives in vain to vanquifh, Gold to charm ; 
With Terrors compafs'd round, He ftalks along, 
Defpoils the Rich, and overthrows the Strong : 
Nor Age, nor Sex, nor Worth, nor Beauty fpares, 
Blind to the Parent's Woes, deaf to the Lover's 

m. °**** 

Mourn, O You Mufes ! mourn, You Virgin Train I 
Florindds gone, the Pride of all the Plain : 
Florinda, lovely as the new-born Spring 
Affording Life and Joy to every Thing, 
With all the Charms of Youth and Beauty gay, 
Is now become a Lifelefs Lump of Clay. 

Where 
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Where are thofe Eyes which fet the Plain's id fere ? 
ThatBfodm Which warm'd the Aged withttefire? 
That Angel-Sweetnefs ? that Carnation-GIbw- * \ 
Thofe Lips of Rubies? and thofe Btealts ofSfeot^? 1 
Breathlefs ! and pale ! and cold ! alas ! flie lies i 
J&ve\ pointed Light'ning has forfodk her Eyes, 
The Bfdom her Cheeks : Nb longer fair atld young : 
Fled ate her Charhis, arid fileht is her Tdngue ! 



• So, fome choice Flow' r, tfteAMt'sdarlihgCare, 
Difplays Its Beauties, arid perfumes the Air, 
Salutes the rifing Sun, and proudly gay, 

Folds up its Leaves but With the clofirig Day, 
Nipt by the Eattefn Wind, untimely faciei, 
Its Sweets forfake it, and its Gldf y iheds. 

IV. 

* • • * 

Mourn, You Milfes ! mourn, You Virgm Train ! 
Florindu's gone, the Aide of all the ftaln : 

Behold i 



Sertoli dnd Hurtrturous. «£} 

^efiold tfce -^eett of Love, in tAamiM State, 
Veil'diS her Face, and folertffl is her dait, 
Her ^leridid Veftniettts all are laid afidei 
.And deep her Groans as when Adanti dy'd. 
HerBatid of Cupldi weeping all around, 
Their Bows and Quivers fcatter'd on the GrotWd, 
All chanting, fadly, in a" niburnful Strain, 
Death's fatal Pow'r, and Bea%'s fhort-Hv'dfcelgtt. 

Beauty's the fctinffrine of an April Day, 
Which $lds the Plains, slnd makes all future gay* 
But toori, aids ! wide o'er the darkened Sfctesv 
The gathering Clouds* afid bfoft'fing Tempefts iifd, 
Down pbur the Ralris, the roiling Torrents roar* 
Loft is the Sun, and glads the Plains no more. 

V. 



Mourn 1 , OtbuMufes! mouth, Ytfu Virgin Tram! 

FloHHMi gone; the fttofc 6f at the Pfafci : 

Search 
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Search wide around amongft the fliady Bowers* j 
CoIIeft the faireft and the fweeteft Flow'rs ■;- t 

The Pink, the Lilly, and the Crimfon Rofe, 4 
A various Garland for her Head compofe. 
Her lovely Coarfe with every Leaf bellrew, 
Which boafts a grateful Scent, or pleafing Hue jj 
The next kind Spring does all their Pride reftoreJ 
But She, alas ! will ne'er delight us more ! 



Slow, filent, paffing on> in fad Array, 

Attend, You Virgins ! to inter her Clay, 

All rob'd in White : around each drooping H 

JLet mournful Cyprefs caft its gloomy Shade ; » 

The difmal Garland, and the fhowy Drefs, _ r 

[nets, 

Wjtnefs her Virtue pure, and your own Wretched-I 

When You approach the melancholy Grave, 
Where blended lye, the Monarch and the Slave, 

The 



I'- 



Striw mud Mimtorous. 6} 

Hie ifooi, >&<< Ifcd, &e T*tram»%*n4 (the Bold, 
e F«b1» the Fnr» the Yaitfhfal, and the OH, 
ch ,tadi€ a iaift cold ^Hs; (Bid Sorrow flow ; 

(Lay.clbstti tthe^stear Rflauuns£ m i m . . and gfce jt 

i 

[ hoektoWoe.: 

!fhen whilft you joyn in this Solemnity, * 
|3unk*ft!hat Fbr.ituL was^d ^hat yourfelvesttiuil 



Mo*m,<0 YanMufes<J moiira,YouYir^Tiaiii! 

Florinda\ gone, the Pride of all the Plain : 

ikrtfar 7«w leaves, net Her, your Sorrows ftied, 

She's gone, indeed, but not amoqgft the Dead. 

fieav'n has reclaim'd its own : -^— Tier beauteous 

... tframe. J v - . . • 

[came ; 

to -Wpod'ffws ^o^^f^ toy from whence fee 
^ Death, the Aieflenger of gracious #?w* 

* - 

But calTd Her hence, to fill <her Place above. 

F Behold! 
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Behold I the Clouds divide, and from afar 
A beauteous Train, each fparkling like a Star, 
Gently defcends : See, there, Florinda rife, 
Bright as the Sun, and blaze along the Skies. 
Now, now, They meet : And hark ! each Ange! 

. . fags, " ;. 

Or blows the Tramp, or firikes the. Silver Strings 
Celeftial Strains ! whilft upwards they convey 
blefl Companion to the Realms of Dav. 




i * 



mm 




^4% 



\ 



On Mrs. S V 

* ■ ■ ■. i 

Playing on the Harpftcord, and ftngmg. 



H 



Ark \ Mufidora ftrikes the founding Strings ] 
O Harmony ! what Raptures doft Thot 

* * j 

move ! . i : . . . ] 

Nature 
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I 

Nature be hufht, for Mufidora Tings, 
[ And every PafEon now is chang'd to Love*; 
Seraphs and Cherubs^ bend, attentive, down, 
Admire Her Mufick, \\ and forget their own. 




l&± 



»•<..«»« 




To a Deaf young Lady. 

* 

Hen Nature form'd You . thus divinely 
Fair, :..■.. 
(he meant to fhew Mankind what* Angels are : 
four Heavenly Bloom* your juft-proportion'd 

.Frame, ' • :; : .,..■' 
W; generous Breaft, your Innocence the fame, \ 
felefti^LAH : With native Luflre bright, 
leafing the Soul as 'Bh&bus glads the Sight. 
'. * F 2 N|fure 



\ 
1 
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Nature thus jar, her own great Pow'j? $0 fks&i 
But .next, regards the Happinds of "You t ' 
Kindly with-frolding one deiufive Senfe, 
She faves You from Mankind's Impertinence. 





To a Painter : drawing her Piiiure. 

E T All that's charming, All that's good, 

appear. 

In ev'ry Touch : —Thou can'fl not flatter here. 
With trembling Awe trace ouf eachbeauteou^Line, 
Confider : 8|ie Thou pjfruc'ft is divine. 
Obferve each Feature, mark each bloomjng.<3iace 
And alUhe Heav'n which opens in her Face ; 
Then flop thy Hand at the furprizing:View^ 
Nor madly dare beyond what Art flan do. 
- * . The 
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V O 



The E tt o^xr 1 r r, 



WH AT is this Love ? This Source of 
Human* Woe ? 
This being mad, and chufing to be fo ? 

This Gafl: of Life ? Thfe Fevetf of the Soul ? 
This Fla«i£wnieh burns beneath the frozen Pole ? 
This Bane of Joy ? This general Difeafe, 
Which* iff atemes, antf on all R&nks, doth* fehte ? 
iTOk-^tal 1 ^, whofe ^ding tempts: the Eye, 
But fwallow'd down brings Care and Mifery ? 



Its Pains are all the Torments of Defpair ; 
Its Joys fcarce known, arid fleeting as the Aft ; 
Smiles are its Poodi- Fruition afl its Aimy 
A poor infipid Joy, fcarce worthy of a Name. 

F 3 The 
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mM*&m&&&MM®&&m44*Msii 



The Comparison, 



M 



Adnefs, and Love, are different burin Name, 

And in Degree : Their Symptoms }ufl the 

. [fame. 



A fimple Frown the Lover's Peace deftrbys; 
And in a Smile He finds a thoufand Joys. 



: Great, in his Straw, the other Mad-Man reigns, 
Kingdoms o'erthrows, and triumphs,— in his Chains ; 
Or, funk beneath imaginary Ills, 
Subftantial Grief, and red Torment feels. 



/ 



: Bedlam for one, for t'other Hymen waits ; 
How hard to chufe between fuch equal Fates ! > 

Equal ! faid I : *• * 

Ah 
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\h no ! Its Confequence does fadly prove 

1 

fhe greateft Madnefs is to be in Love. 




^VTm 



» • 



f« FLORA. A SONG, 

i 

r TT THY ftrive You, Flora/ thus, to hide 
* * The Kindncfs You have for me, 

ind force your felf to frown, and chide, 
And tell me, You abhor me ? 

n. 

tis vain, on me, your Arts to try, 

Who know your Inclination : 
br in your Eyes I plainly fpy 

r Your Anger's Affectation, 



F 4 m f Ceafe, # 



\ 



7* 
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HE 



Ceafe, then> t& vex yottf fel£ and* me> 
There needs no further Tryal : 

Your Love's as great as mine can be, 
In Spight of your DenyaL 




D E ATE 



i. 



DEATH is tlxrRottf ta eVed^jg Lifi& 
To Palms, and Crowns, and to eternal Joys 
Unmixt with Sorrow : Whererno r Gare^n<3T : Strifa, 



Or Hopes, or Fearty. the Happinef? deftroys ; 
But where Content, and Love, and perfect Peaoej 
AndBlifs, abides, whichever kntfws-Decrcafe. 



H. Dead) 



Serum atid Hamotti'ous. jr$ 



n. 



# • — • 



Death is a Friend*, that fets the Wretched free; 
From Pain, and W ant, and all their Sufferings here : 
That laughs at difappointed Tyranny, 
And makes* the Slave- no more his Bondage fear ; 
That heals the Sick, die Hungry kindly fills, 
And cures Wan&ntf <Jfa# their Acridly I1& 

Death is a Gate, that opens differently 

Two folding Doors* which lead contrary Wap* 

Thro' This the Good Mm- finds Felicity, f . < - 

, The Bad thro' That to» endkfs Ruin ftrays- 1 .. 

I Herein They botfr the (elf-fame Rule retain, 
Who enters once muft ne'er return again. • 




LOVE. 
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LOVE. 

In Amorc bac Infant. 

• • • » 

LOVE's an headftrbng wild Defire 
To poflefs what we admire: 
Hurrying on without reflecting, 
All, that's juft, or wife, neglecting. 
Pain, or Pleafure, it is neither, 

But Excefs of both together; 
Now, addrefling, cringing, whining,. 
Vowing, fretting, weeping, pining, 
Murm'ring, languifhing, and fighing, 
Mad, defpairing, raving, dying: 
Now, carefling, laughing, toying, 

Fondling, killing, and enjoying. 



j* 



Always 
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M ways 111 Extreams abiding* 

p * • * - « - , • * 

Without meafure, fond, or chiding: 

ftther, furious, with poflefling^, 

)r defpairingof the Bleffing: 

tow, tranfportedf now, tormented; ' 

itill uneafy ; ne'er contented*. 

fane can tell ite. Rife* or Progrefs* 

)r its Ingrefs, qr its Egrefs, 

Whether by a Look produced* , • 

)r by Sympathy infiifed* 



Fancy does fo well maintain it, 
Weaker Reafon. can't reftrain it, 
hit is forc'd to fly before it, 
)r elfeworfhip andadore.it. 




Oft 
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> f '/« X> .rW&tt^l t 'SV *r\j*^\ V*^Y I *#PK« 



On CoNfrEltT. . 

GIVE me, Gfed-r (for all Hiifigs dome 
from Thee} 
Content, that ricfiefl Cbrtfial of' fne' Souf : " 
Poffeffing This, I happieY AfcA 1 be, 

In my neglecT^d* f6w' ttegree, 

i 

Than He who does in Heaps' of fticftes foil: 
Chymifts, long in vain, have fought J 

The PhMoi&cfc-Sforie~t'o nnd, ' 

What Labour had been' fpartfl if They had* 

thought 

To look for't where it is, in a contented Mni 




Thi 



Ser'tQmmd Umwmm. 
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» i ♦ ■ 

The E X EC RATION, 




• • • < 



. „ . , , ...» .... * 

JL* 

wn^juick, to Hell's <J ai Jk3h?<l«$ bejow* 

Damn'd to never-ending Woe, 

May He, the guilty Mortal go, 

Who With his Lies and Oaths deludes the Fair, 

jfalfe, and changing as thfe Air, " ' * ' . 

Leaves' 'Mer to vaihKemorfe, aridbkck Defpair.. 

\. •.••;,./• . t i' ; <^. j jrr. . . *' i j * 



/a 




i ^/ «* A 






Maydaerey 'before his ftarting'Eyes, 
Hell's moil hideous Forms arife, 
And -holkw m his^ars his Perjuries. 
For ever may the ; $\iries lam inYSoul, 

And He with'rackihg AnguHh howl, 

* * \ -< I Fl 

Whilft Tortures always changing round him roll. 



i «. 



Let 
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Let thus, you Powers ! eternal Vengeance find 
Each impious Wretch, whofe brutifh Mind 
Proves to complying Beauty faithlefc or 




The BEAtririES cf Enfield. 

■ * • • 

hkagrnm Iter afcendo, fed dot mibi Gloria Vires. 

* r . . Prppertins- 

X • .. * «r - ' - • ■-> . . - 

THE Maids of Britain* in the Times of oM, 
- Were fam'd for Beauty •; fo have Poets jold : 
But ne'er could Britain boaft fo bright a Race 
As what doesmow hear happy Annals gcace; 









Our Fathersglory'd, if» fometiipes, They fc>tujd 
A lovely SaF^bu^y 7 ox Rofamond : < 

\ 

Nfrmes, could They now retufjp to Life 

■« 

Muft undiltinguiflit, in the Crowd* remain. ' :■•■ 

Then, 
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Then, Beauty thin wafrfcatter'd, he*e and there j « 
Now, a full Harveft rifes every where. . 



But, much fuperior in each heav'nly Grace, 
Appear the Tair Ones of the Enfield Race : 
Born to command, fupremely bright Theyfliine, 
And with their Eyes aflert the Right divine. 
Ten thoufahd charms r in each, vtaact difplay 
Their blfcnded Radiance, and ecUpfe the Day. : ; 

■J- ••• - - • T 1 

I ■ • * 

( J 

Why then, O Mufe ! remains thy Harp unftrung ? 
Still art ttoii fileht, and are Thefe uniting! - 
Arife for Shame, to-diftant Times declare, 
How much Thefe are the Faireft of the Fair. 



Whereby They reign, whereinThey moft excel, 
Severely jufl, to all impartial, tell : 

Whofe 



•-< 1 



$o JkigmiPifims; 



Whofe Stapfe whofe Air> wbwfe Me8»8r$:mofi 

furpri^e & . . : ; : 

Whofe fparkling Wit, and whofe commanding 



« i » * t 



Whilfl Ottars, kd by Mercenary Micws,. 
9*rflfr th)e Gieaf, and (gnoffiftite tths Mnfe, 
Be thiae Aw^hOfl, thy pecjuiiar C«tf«» . . 
In la&qg lumbers to uecflr4 the Fair ,-: 

Each Afai£ #<Mfei in *hy .¥«& te &em 

Adorn'd with ev'ry Grace whereby Herfelf is 

[known. 

, • i • . rr 

. .J I,.. t «..*•».._/ ^ ».,*,-'.» 

Florindfr Hooping .w^ a# Atf^imfe 
Sttait as ti^ Ce^, gra/?(^a? jthe Kfl8» : . 
Sweety rnaje%k like the. jQuegi o£ 3fe»?, 
Checking Prefumption, but commanding Love. 



r 

4 — 



Anna, whofe I£y$s eternal Jqys 4 ifok>^; 
Brigtrt as the Lilly, Tweeter than the Rofe : 

The 






4 



Serious and Mttttwtftous. 6 1 



'he Cypri/mftmik fhe looks, fee talks, lie ffiQves, 
ly as he* Sporfows, gen&le as ner Doves. 



E/ixa? Nature's Pride, in whom we view 
fhe finefl Lines kief Pencil ever drew ; 
Her Smiles outfhine -the Qtoctes of the Spring, 
And Angels li&ea when &e deigns to fug. 



Belinda* kw'd by All : fo whom ^e find 
A Form engaging) a ceteffial Mind : 
Wife, bat .boc wife ; Superioc, bjtt not proud i 
Above, and y# 4*foe*ding,to tliie Crowd, 
rhe Gods to Her have much Good-nature giv'n, 
fbat riafcsft Uefffog fe the Store* of Meav'tfe 



(Not thus, &M4M0i who m Scandal bold, 
[Jenfures the Young, and triages the Oti : 
n PaftimeHingfr malicious Slaa^s round, 
\l$ with each Laugh infli&s a deadly Wound : 

G No 



8 % ? ..v. Original* ¥*ms: \ ^ 

Np Tyes whatever s csn.her Wit contrpuli 
Nor would ihe tafe a Jeft to fave a Soul. 



WithfBeauty bleft, Amanda trips along, 
And all around the Loves and Graces throng, 
Bask; Si her Smiles, and wanton in her Eyes, 
Whilil each Beholder fighs, adores, and dies. 



V 
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Witj -unreflrain'd by Reafon's cool Commatfcli. 

Is like a Dagger in a Mad-Man's HancJ, 
WitJiMifchieC wantoning, It ftrikes. at; All, 1 

And Friends and Foes alike before Its. Fury fall. \ 



Sing, Thou, O Mufe ! Laifinda, heav'nly Fair! ' 
Her artlefs Bluihes, her endearing Air : 
Her generous Soul unable to pretend, , -\ 

Her gentle Language fpeaking ftill the Friend, > i 
To blame unwilling, eager to commend, j.' 
: •• '■■■.. ...... .U>yeJyA 



( 
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Serious 'anX Humourous. >JH 

ittvely but liicklefs ! Weeping all' around 
Her Train of Loves •, V^ith Bands of W illow bound,' 
And Hymen's Torchextinguifht on the Ground/ 



■. \ 



( Sing, Rofalinda?) glorious to behold', **\ ..- .\ 
Her Eyes of Diamonds, and her Hair of Gold, 
^Rubies her Lips, two heaving' Hills of Snow 1 

$ipi Breafts, whence nSkJftaMts Odours flow;/ 

■ . i • • •. • » , * 
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Miranda : fimliri£ like the Month' of. May r \ \ ? 
Milck#~ the Dawhitfg* brighter thkn. tfe . Day! 
How fair theFlow'r, when fuch the Bud appears ! 
^t4 what hetPrinie,V?heJn thus tier;Ifofint-Ye»s ! 

t * 

• :*,.• •• . * ...,..•' ^... • ■: -,... . > ." ,\ 

Thefe, and the reft, 1 © Mufe ,' do Thdtt rdicarftj 
And may thei£ $atnes;fp.r ever; grace thy Verfe :/ 
SVhp"firft-in Publick, who in". Private iKine', ' : 
rheir Art? ^declare, and whither .They incline. ; 
c • - G x Her, 



I 

#fc Or'i&tkdi Poem :"■ 

Her, praised ibi Honlfewifry, wfabfe fptfeaifiog 

.[Fame 
Large W orks of rich Ert^oidery pri^cton. 

tyhile thro' the Tent the irimble Needle fly*, 

Trees,Fruits, and Flowers, Men and Monkies^rife, 

And naked Gfub^aatoaaAg'-*:**** Btitterfltes. 



Thatbeautdtitrt Maid wttottanw tHeEyfesafWl 
Whene'er flie ta<fc& : O could iHyNamlwri M 
Smooth as her Dance when (he adorns the Ball ! 
In times, e&aft lifce Her's, the Ftatiet* nta 
ir 66rilant Courfes irotatf abaft rtfe^to. 



i . , 



! The Fair One Itew w*6fe€oh4Uaisa^pr*^ 
And Her whom Envy blames for having lov'd : 
Wto&teft at the Te^Tatte^efi^ei \ 
Who diffident-, or in Herfeff cotftcbis : 
The IVhtid hioft prudent : The nwft fga% She 
At.etofe Difputie, [ or fpflgficty tiyktWe ■; 

■ ' Wh< 



) 



Serim. im& fhw&urous. £$ 

Who umfifeaed, chje^rftd Ipfends her Time i 
And who; tfeTerfc'd*. bbtteros* Smile aOift* t 
Who moft minds Other's ; who her own Affairs: 
And Irfto* foilgtoOs, alw*yk*6mtt to Pray!r§. v 



; Aure&*> *ev«r flfek without a Smile, 

I But dettf *i& cffcd as the Crocodile* 

, Wfebpwtttaf Power, arte her Ejtes to toft. 



ira, mifchievous, bat againft her Will : 
Bofom dwells w i th P i t y wfcm; 3he heart - 
HoVctfs Sighs* midtfefc -his flowing Team 
h fuph^omptifiim Oioths his frigBig Ufcife, : 
m^l>e^yctdicdp^w»^-!bai tianhbt ajflwfo$& 



r » 



i i/ . . < i / 
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Thoughdefs and fportive as the bodfl#i$$Wnsi 
AH Forma fieddSogiwthk'dcoarit BOAt,. 
She fcorm*y Others KMrnl to tfc Iftfa * 

Freedom 



/ 



r 



■$6 .-'. Original Poems: ■■■> 

Freedom enjoying, by ho Rules connVd, ' 
Ads what . fhe lifts, uncertain as the Wind. 



DefcribewhomDrefSjWhom Negligence adorns :; 
W ho ftrives for Conqueft,and whoConqucft fcorns : 
Who can the iongeft Lift o£JLover$.b0aft :'•'•"- - 
And who ha? ponder'd melting Ovid< moft vv - 
The. var40Us;Charms of .each commanding jMaid 
Is now thy Task, and Cupid be thine Aid. | 

Begin the. iSong. v v:"I tbr : i:' i Y .., i c , ". 
:; :..'/ , '' .f) .' : but^harkfrnethinks I hear =S 



y^fc/ forbidding, ,whfljter<ih. mjne Ear, - 
F^trbear, Yain Baxd!! ^errecl thy wild Career, 
Timely defift, while Thou may'ft be forgiv'n, 
Prefumptuoust Mortal;;!: wbnldft Thou pi&iire 
Heav'n ! 



*3 1 
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Learn thine own Strength fiior^raifldy ftrhre to- rife 
On flagging Pinions to explore the.$|ues:; •'. - 
r-- f '' Remember 



• • 
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Serious and Humourous. % 7 

lemember Him who foar'd too near the Sun, 
laid warn'd by his fad Fate prevent thine own) 



Great God ! the Mufe obeys.- 



Her Want of Skill 



Sxcufe, You Fair Ones ! and accept her Will. 
r or tho' unequal, She the Task declines, 
Lnd fcarce dares view thefe undigefted Lines, 
ler mean Endeavours, may, perhaps, incite 
bme able Bard to fing your Charms aright. 



As firft in Beauty, fo for ever ftand 
bremoft in Fame, fuperior in Command, 
ou Maids of Enfold, may your Charms be known 
eneath the rifing and the fetting Sun ! 
hd all Mankind to You their Homage pay, 
fhilft Empires change, and Ages roll away ! 

FINIS. 






